. BRETHREN EVANGELI bX, 


From Horta Liberty, Ohio. 
As my namc has never before appeared 
in the columna of your paper, I feel that 
it would be a pleasure to con tribu te a few 
lines. I have attended church and Sab- 
bath-school at the Brethren church ever 
since I can remember ; and I always love 
to attend. My papa is treasurer of our 
Sabbath-school and has been re-elected 
and kept on duty for over a year now. I 
have been chosen assistant secretary Ihe 
first of the year but have not had to serve 
much yet. We have a, right good Sab- 
bath-school. I have not tnissed a Sabbath 
this year, except on Jan. 13, when there 
was none ; it was a very stormy day here. 
I have but one brother, his narae is ürva 
Glen, and one síster older and one youn- 
ger than rayself. My youngest sister was 
five years okl on Jan. 3. She has learned 
to read about a year ago and goes to Sab- 
bath-school with me; and can read the 
lesson about as good as I can. She al- 
ways reads all the Sabbath-school papers 
through and can commit a piecc to mem- 
ory as quick as any of us; though she has 
never went to school but a few days. We 
live in town this winter ; moved here in 
Novembtr, but do not expect to remain 
here longer than spring. None of us like 
it very well ; we would much prefer the 
beautiful country to live in. I go to 
school every day. We have two dcpart- 
ments. My teacher's name is Mr. Stewart. 
He has been sick for over a week now, 
and J. L. Burger has been teaching for us. 
Our school will close March 9. I will 
close by askinga question. Who slepton 
an iron bed-stead and what was the length 
of it? 

March3. Adda A. CRimm. 


From Shendun, Ya, 

I will try and write another letter. This 
is my third attempt to write for the chil- 
dren's page. I had a piece to say on 
George Washington's birthday. It was 
very good and I enjoyed inyself very much. 
We have about two months of school yet. 
I was over to my sister Dora's and stayed 
t'iree níghts. I like to stay over to my 
sisters*. I wish she would live clos r to 
us. I want to join the Brethren church 
* when I get older, I think I will close for 
this time. If I see this in print I will 
write again. Cood-bye, 

Feb. 17. Vikgie Gari.ano. 


Gou asks uf us proinpt and willing obe- 
dience. You have heard of the little lad 
who, looking thoughtfully at his dog, 
said : "I wish I coukl mind God as"dog- 
gy minds me ; he always looks pleastd to 
miiid, and I don't. " Are you plcased to 
mind ? Is yours ready obedience to par- 
ents? 


BEHTIFS NFJGHBOE. 
Oh, what a "cold wind swept down 
from the mountain peak !" Bertie shiv- 
ered at the very thought of going out into 
the stinging sleet, even with the new furs 
on that uncle Will had brought her, and 
the warra cloak that hugged her like her 
own mother's arms the minute it was but- 
toned around her. 

And yet, in spite of the shivers, this is 
what I heard a little giri named Bertie 
saying five minutes later in an everyday 
sort of voice, as if she never though of it 
as bcing anything hard to do : — 

"I guess, mamma dear, if you don't 
mind, l'li just wrap me up nice and warm 
and run down to old aunt Nabby's and 
see if she is warm or nice or anything this 
cold day ; wouldn't you ?" 

Bertie said this with a little catch in her 
breath at the last two words for she felt 
as sure that her mother wouldn't 
think it was the thing to do, and there 
wasn't any going unless she did, of course. 
Minding you mother comes first in the 
list of Christtan duties for little giris, and 
other good things must wait till she is 
willing. 

"Why, Berta Drinkwater! I should 
think you must be crazy," came from a 
fleecy white bunch of shawls on the sofà. 
It was Bertie's mamma, but the only sign 
of anybody ,was the voice, which was 
shivery Uke the weather. "There hasn't 
been such a storm since anybody can re- 
member, hardly." 

V'Tis pretty bad mamma," said Bert'e 
honestly. "But think how bad it must 
be for poor old aunt Nabby in her old 
t.iuible-down house. You know they 
tried to get her off to the poor house before 
the winter storms set in, but she wouldn't 
go a step, and I don't believe she can get 
out of her own door unless somebody 
shovels the snowdrifts. " 

"Well, that isn't your lookout," said 
mamma a little bitsharply. "And I can't 
have you taking cold running to help old 
women who ought to be where they 
could be taken care of. Somebody clse 
will see to her without your bothering. " 

'•() mamma dear," said Bertie, running 
to her and kneeling down close by the 
side of the luunge, "don't you suppose 
that's just what the old Fharisee and Le- 
vi te thought when they went by on the 
other si de and left that poor fellow to die 
in the road ? He would, you know, if it 
hadn't been for that good Samaritan. 
And 1 wouldn't like to have the Lord know 
of me doing such a thing, afterall he said 
about it. Besides," she went on, seeing 
her mother's face soften a little, "don't 
you know' you of ten let me go out days 
when íl's quite as bad as this, if I do my- 
self up warm and run about all the time ?" 


"I'm afraid you'll wet your feet and 
then sit round without" — 

"No, I truly won't," promised Bertie, 
running to get her rubbers. "And don't 
you want me to take a little glass bottle oí 
that hot chicken soup that was left from 
dinner and take it to her with your love? 
'Cause, you know, I haven't seen a puflí 
of smoke this raorning and I'm afraid" — 
"Yes, I don't care if you do," said her 
mother a little morè interestedly. "And 
see that you hurry back — I won't have 
you gone morè than half an hour." 

I don't think it was even half an hour 
before Bertie ran stumbling and pantíng 
in at her own door again, and as soon as 
she could speak for coming so fast she 
told her mamma something that made her 
get up from the sofà and call the hired 
man and send him off to the little old 
tu m ble -down house as fast as his long legs 
could carry him. 

"O mamma dear, you never saw any- 
body so glad of anything as she was of 
that little drink of hot broth that I carried 
in the boitle. I kept it in my muffall the 
way, and it made my ha'nds warm as toast, 
so it was good when she got it. Why, the 
poor old thing hadn't had anything all to- 
day and yesterday, and she was so weak 
' shecouldn't stand. There wasn't any fire, 
either, and the snow came in at the cracks 
and lay in a great heap on the floor. 
Here he comes, mamma. Where will he 
put her?" 

"Right in the liltle bedroom," said 
mamma, leading the, way; and ihe poor 
hungry, half-frozen old creature found 
herself in a warm, clean, light place that 
seemetl Uke heaven to her after her cold 
dark hut of a house. 

"Be you a -going to take care o* me ?" 
she asked feebly, and Bertie's mamma 
nodded. 


THE CREAT INVENTION 

FOR PRODUCING A 

Continuous Stream \ Cold Wàter 

FOR COOLING MILK 

is now out, and agents are wanted to sell 
it. A good chance to make money. 

John A. Mvers, 

North Encush, IOWA. 



flbsolately 

Puré 


